Beautiful it is beyond all tolling,

Gracious, tender and resplendent:

It revealcth unto men the beauty and the love of God,

Yet swiftly it perisheth in shame.

Swiftly is its beauty but decay,

Its grace, its splendour, change to nameless horror.

Nay: the flesh may perish,

But the beauty is immortal,

The love, the grace, the tenderness

Are eternal things,

For they are God incarnate once again:

And, though the flesh may perish, they endure in God.

HERE, in the velvet Indian night,
Will we swim for awhile,
Sure-clasped in the silken embrace of the water:

Warm and soft is its touch

As the cheek of a sleeping child,

Cool also it is, delicious and goodly,

After the day's long heats,

Above us the great stars burn,

Huge, passionate, splendid:

Around us tine dark hills sleep in their silence,

Instinct with the calm and the power of God.
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